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wish for it.    "By-and-by" would do.    I imagine it. is always thus.
Aunt Lucy loved her second boy Theodore much the best of her three children, and made the greatest-possible difference between him and the others. I remember this being very harshly criticised at the time; but now it seems to me only natural that in any family there must be favourites. It is with earthly parents as Dr. Foxe said in a sermon about. God, that " though he may love all his children, he must have an especial feeling for his saints."
To MY MOTHER.
" March 13. My dearest, dearest Mamma, to-day is my 12th birthday. How well I remember many happy birthdays at Stoke, when before breakfast I had a wreath of snowdrops, and at dinner a little pudding with my name in plums. ... I will try this new year to throw away self' and think less how to please it. Good-bye dear Mamma.1"
In March the news that my dear (Mary) Lea was. going to marry our man-servant John Gidman was an awful shock to me. My mother might easily have prevented this (most unequal) marriage, which, a& far as Mrs. Leycester was concerned, was an elopement. It was productive of great trouble to us afterwards, and obliged me to endure John Gidman, to wear him like a hair-shirt, for forty years. Certainly no ascetic torments can be so severe as those which Providence occasionally ordains for us. As for our dear Lea herself, her marriage brought her misery enough, but her troubles always stayed in her heart and never filtered through. As I once read in and wished for before was in all probability really near, and when they were, I believe, far more really prepared for it, they ceased to
